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" And we, whose brief reflections seem
To fade like clouds from lake and stream,
Shall brighten in a holier beam."

TO  DOROTHEA L. DIX.

4th mo., 7,1882.

It gave us all great pleasure to hear directly
from thee once more. We had heard of thy ill-
ness, but did not know where a letter would find
thee. I am glad to know thou art with kind
friends, and as comfortable as possible under the
circumstances. Thou hast done so much for others
that it is right for thee now, in age and illness, to
be kindly ministered to. He who has led thee in
thy great work of benevolence will never leave
thee nor forsake thee. With a feeling of almost
painful unworthiness I read thy over-kind words
as regards myself. I wish I could feel that I de-
served them. But compared with such a life as
thine, my own seems poor and inadequate. But
none the less do I thank thee for thy generous
appreciation.

TO  SARAH  OKN"E  JEWETT.

5th mo., 1882.

How kind it was in thee to write me amidst the
worries and cares of preparation for thy flitting
across the water; and to add to all thy troubles
the necessity of entertaining dull company by in-
viting me to South Berwick. I know it would be
wickedly selfish for me to accept such an invita-
tion; but I certainly should do so if I could.
Fortunately for thee 1 have been kept back by
illness, and the northeast winds blowing over all
the icebergs between here and the Pole. And